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APRIL SHOWERS. 

“* However disastrous may be the result of Poor Pa’s undertakings, there can be not the slightest doubt but that his intentions, however mistaken they may be, 
are, in the main, well meant. Nevertheless, it is just a question whether the public will exactly appreciate his latest exploit. Of course it goes without saying 
that his scheme for assisting the local authorities by wateriny the parched-up streets was an excellent one, but unfortunately the development of tt took place at a 
time when the rain was pouring down in torrents, consequently consternation prevailed, Batterseians generally are now thirsting for Poor Pa’s blood.’’—Tootsie. 


THE JOY THAT KILLS THE BODY BUSINESS. 


— 


“WHEN I was first appointed to the anatomical chair at 
Guy's Hospital,” writes the great Sir Astley Cooper's nephew 
with reference to Resurrection men, “ Murphy (one of them) 
had been placed in confinement on account of some disturb- 
ances he had been committing in the churchyard at Yar- 
mouth, A professional friend of mine went down to liberate 
him, and the amount of the expenditure on this occasion 
was £160.” By this it seems that the doctor's dealings with 
body-snatchers cost a tidy sum of money, 

The names of the leading men in this horrible trade, at 
that time, were Ben Crouch, Harnett, Murphy, Butler, 
Hollis, Patrick and Vaughan. Crouch had been a prize- 
fighter, and was a thief. Butler was condemned to death 
for robbing the mail, but pardoned, They were all the 
most despicable wretches. 

A gentleman died in one of the suburbs of London. and 
two of his servants called on Patrick with respect to steal- 
ing and selling the body, which lay ina back parlour, the 
windows opening on to a lawn. The night before the 
funeral, Patrick was let in at the back of the premises by 
the servants. and unassisted by any light, he drew all the 
screws out of the coflin lid, and having made an estimate of 
the weight of the body, removed it intoa box which he had 


“You must not give way, Mr. Worserhalf,” said the Sudden joy is, I know, more difficult to bear than sudden The joy that kills! Poor Worserhalf! he brought with him, He and the servants then placed in the 
doctor, sympathetically, “You must bear up; you must = grief; but—I can promise you that your wife will be up had bargained for at least a month's peace, BLE ariel of earth they had procured from the garden. 
be brave and manly |" and about again in less than a week |" and to have his hopes blighted was too vad. “The lid was then replaced, carefully screwed down, the 


pail placed over it, and the box containing the body passed out of 
the window, For this subject Patrick obtained fifteen guineas, and 
being anxious to observe that all went off without interruption, he 
attended the funeral,” 

There wasa sexton who not only buried, but snatched the bodies. 
“ After a funeral had taken place, and the mourners had left the 
churchyard, before commencing to fill up the grave, he used to 
remove the body out of the coftin and place it ina sack, He then 
threw in sufficient mould to cover this, and afterwards gradually 
filled up the grave, taking care to draw the sack nearer and nearer 
to the surface as he proceeded, until it was covered only by a thin 
laver of loose earth, which formed the surface of the mound, At 
night he dragged it up out of this hiding-pl by means of the 
mouth of the cack, which he always left in such a position that it 
could be readily reached by him.” 

As the alarm spread, armed watchmen were employed to guard 
the churehvards and spring-guns set; bat the resurrectionists sent 
women in the daytime to tind out where the latter were placed, 50 
that at night they could be avoided. 

At length it oceurred to the “exhumators” that it was easier to 
kill their own subjects, and this hideous trade was practised, as we 
have elsewhere, in an earlier number of the “ HALF-HOLIDAY,” 
described. Finding trade bad in England, Crouch and Harnett 
went over to France and the Peninsula, and obtaining licences as 
suttlers, were able to follow the English army and plunder the 
dead and dying, One horrible part of their work was to wrench 
the teeth out of the dead heads to sell to dentists. 

One of these wretches returned to England with a box of teeth, 
which he valued at £700, but, by accident, he left it ina hackney 
coach and lost it. 

. . ° * * * 
OME NOOSENSIS, 

the confexshunner av iss ion me, ana thare aint no charnst off 
aslope wil billum: cum bak. 

* *. * * 


. * 
billium iss a frord. 


. * . * * . 
the confexshunner iss a goin to shutt up is shopp. e aproach me 
smilin an sai e avakind art, an wood not injera pore boi, iav arsk 
a blesin on im, e av led me too the dore, 
* * * . * 
wot iss leff off me iss crorlin ome, 
(Nest week, A Strange Case.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
—e 
*,* Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclosea stamped enrclope large enough tocontain the 
contributions submitted, Do not iuclose louse stamps. 


* 
iamm a rek. 


Thanks for kindly wishes, BERTIE — You're indeed a thorough 
brick, Stopper nerer did so, ALMOND, Send it on by all means, 
Dick. Nothing of the sort, ADMIikeKR; Isa tarradiddle quite, 
With a lot of training, Nemo, It is possible you might. Stampa 
should be inclosed, CONTANGO, When you wish the sketch returned, 
ALLY's proud, of course, MCTAVISH, Of the name and fame he's 
earned, Out of order, TU, BurtuHor. Thanks for paper, ARTHUR 
KEANE. Any time you care to, HAMLET—They are always to be 
sven. Penand ink, of course, INQUIRE Why this shyness, CT. 
Curott? Thanks for invitation, LURCHER, Hut the Wreek would 
rather not. Glad-at last you qot your “SLOPER,” DWELLER IN 
A ForeEIGN LAND, Tryand tryagain, AMPATIENT, Till you make 
them understand, 


— 
“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper inthe World, 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post Sree: 
3 Months, 1s. 8d.: G6 Months, 3s. 3d.; 12 Months, Gs. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.O.8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THK SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C, 


Weekly Contents Bills will be sent post free to Newsagents 
on application, 


PARIS: 
On sale at all Kiosques and Bovkecllers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 RUE DE LA BANQUE. 


SEVEN CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


£150 


Will be paid to the nexrt-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Roy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty crcepted ), who shall happen to meet 
with his or her death in a Railway Accident, in any part of 
the United Kingdom, PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of 
“ ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY” be found upon the Deceased at 
the time of the Accident, “ ALLY SLOPER'’s HALF-HOLIDAY” is 
published throughout the United Kingdom every Thursday morn- 
‘ing at 8 v'clock, and the Insurance lasts one week from that time, 
expiring at 8 oclock the following Thursday morning. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


as 

Young Sharpshins. What's the meaning of the line in Long- 
fellow’s “* Excelsior,” “ ‘Try not the pass,’ the old man cried"? 

Old Sharpshins, Why, expect he'd been to one of those theatres 
where they give out bogus passes for the pit, and where they charge 
you one shilling for the programme, sixpence for taking care of 
your hat, and the same for your coat and umbrella, and then they 
tell you the pit’s full, and you've got to pay another two shillings 
to go into the boxes. ee 

cd 


To give some idea of the tremendous pace at which the London, 
Chatham and Dover Railway Company's trains travel, we offer the 
following without prejudice. A gentleman inthe last compartment 
of atrain leaving the Crystal Palace Station, observed tothe guard, 
“We are five minutes Jate in starting this morning.” “Oh, no, 
sir!" replied the official, “we started in time, but you must 
remember you are at the end of the train.” 

« 


* 
THERE was a young lady named Mary, 
Who went on the stage as a fairy ; 
She proved a success 
On account of her dress, 
Which partook very much of the airy. 
s* 


s 
Overheard at the Crystal Rink, 
Cadarerous Skater, Ah, Mr. Hopkins, can you manage alone? 
Portly Skater. No, sir, certainly not! Nota shilling. 
sf 
* 

THE other afternoon Crochetty Quaver, R.A.M., the eminent 
pianist, was induced to call at a friend's house to hear the perform- 
ance of his daughter. After three-quarters of an hour's agony, the 
proud mother said, “ Now, dear Mr. Quaver, don’t you think that 
Arabella ought to have a few lessons froma good teacher?" “J 
do, madam !” replied the musician, with startling emphasis ; “that 
is, if you consider it necessary for her to learn how to play the 
piano.” ** 

. 


Trate Frenchman, Sare, you have affront me! it isan insult that 
vill only be viped out in blood. 

Englishman (coolly). Just so, I haven't the least objection ; d 
vou bleed pretty freely when your nose is punched? 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 


No, 46%,--The “Swanley Laly Gardener” Costume. 


Poor oll Astlev's! Oh, yes, 
A. SLOVER was ringmaster 
there at one time. Pray twig 
his military air! 


Piekpoetet. With the tips of my fingers, 
as Tallus did when a pocket was handy. 


Swell. This is one of Turner’s—a very celebrated painting, let me tell vou. 
Sweet Innocence. Oh, yes, his shop is close by our house—in fact, he painted our 
front rails last week. 


“ Just because he didn't know 
the way.” 


BL 


ZUOILLOG CAL STUD 'S, 
Tho Toucanyly 


(Saturday, April 15, 1893, 


HE eat beside her, his arm was around her lovely waist, her 
golden locks reclined upon his manly bosom. He said to her, 
* What can [ do to show you how I love you, dearest?” And she 
answered, “ You can bally well leave off so much of that squeezinz, 
1 had two extra goes of crackling with my roast pork, and when 
you hold me «o tight it tickles the ribs dreadful.” Who after this 
can lay his hand upon his heart and say, “The age of Romance is 
past”? °° 


First Young City Man, I say, old man, what sort of water are 
you supplied with? Is it bad? 

Second Young City Man, Bad? Bad is no name for it! Why, 
the other day, I had Been having a drop of whisky and water, :11):/ 
the boss sent for me suddenly, I was afraid that he would sm! 
ny breath, so I asked my chum if he coul:l detect anything. Sniti : 
Sniit! No-o,” said he; “I can smell the water tbut not the 
whisky.” Talk about bad water ‘ 


s 
“ PRITHEE, tell me, little sweetheart, 
Wilt thou love none else but me?’ 
Linquired. But she responded, 
“T don't know, I'm sure—I’ll see!" 


s. 

THERE is a touch of real imitative genius in the SLOPER family. 
Only just lately, Mrs. Sloper saw Evelina keep coming in and out 
of the coal-cellar door, while Alexandry and Bill Higgins handed 
her towards the old meat-screen, “ What are the blessed creatures 
at?" cried Mrs. 8. Lor’ bless yer! they were only playing a game 
they called the “stage door.” ‘Bill and Alexandry were the swells 
waiting outside the Variety, and Evelina was the latest long-skirted, 
highest kickeress they were handing into a gorgeous brougham, 

s* 


* 

Tanner. What a strange thing that Sliman’s second wife's 
christian name is the same as that of his first. 

Spanner, That's his bally artfulness. He'll saveall the rows that 
he would have had when he forgot himself, and called the second 
one by the name of the first. ue 

Magistrate. But, my good fellow, you are called as a witness to 
the prisoner's character, and you must answer the counsel's qucs- 
tion. It’s no use saying you would rather not. Now, speak out, 
Do you or do you not consider that his veracity is to be depended 

n? 
Witness (reluctantly). Well, yer honour, you sve he’s a lawyer's 
clerk and— 

Counsel for Defenec, Stand down, sir. 


* 

“NEVER give way to melancholy because your appearance may 
be against you. Just allow a friend, who is an amateur photog- 
rapher, to come around with his camera and take your portrait, 
and you'll be inclined to feel thankful when you see what a fear- 
some creature nature might have: made you."—Lwtract from 
Sloper’s Advice tu the Uncomely. > 


* 
Snipper. Vm going to Robinson's to offer the newly-marrie«d 
couple my congratulations. Will yon come? 
Snapper. Not much! I couldn't do it. 
Snipper. Why not! 
Snapper. 1 know 'em both too well. 


= 
Snipps. Wullo, old chap, what's the matter? been having a row 
with your mother-in-law, or got scratched by the cat? 
Mapper, Neither, my boy. Went into a barber's just on closing 
time, and got shaved by an assistant in ahurry to catch his train. 


Is there a man in all the world: 
Can tell the reason why 

In restaurants américain 
They give you cheese with pie? 


Merchant. Oh, yes!) Vve no doubt your references are hizh!y 
satisfactory and all that sort of thing, but what T want is aman 
who will really push the sale of this new patent ef mine ; someone 
with—er—a little imaginative power, and one whe wouldn't mind 
telling a few—well—er—in the cause of business, a— 

Applicant. 1 understand you, sir, and I've no doubt 1 could 
satisfy you in the respects you mention. I used to write stories for 
a fishing paper, you know, and— - 

Merchant. Pray say no more, sir! You may consider yourse!! 
engaged. + 


"Arry. Wot cheer, Bill?) ’Oo's yer pal? 
Bill, "Taint a pal. It’s on’y the missus. 


. 
Boozer (with the miserables), Ah, me! this isa cold, cold world. 
Me Gooseley, Never min’, ole man ; better luck nexsht time. 


* 

We know of a married lady who has a dozen telephones on th« 
staircase communicating with her boudoir, so that she can hear in 
an instant if her husband is trying to kiss the new parlour-maid 
coming down with the tea-tray. 

s 


* 
Kind Little Girl (to ag and favoured cousin). Fred, deat 
don’t you get tickling Eliza like that; you only make her fal-c 
teeth rattle, and let everyone know how old she is! 


= 
Mrs. geen (to husband). You might try and keep baby 
quiet, John, he'll scream himself into convulsions. 

Mr, Quicerful, All right, dear ; I'll sing to it. a 

[Begins “ Ta-ra-ra Boom-de-ay. 

Mra, Quiverful. 1 think that perhaps you'd better let the biby 

ery, John, ee 
s 


“1 am nota man to be measured by ordinary standards,” remark! 
Jones to his income-halver, “No, John, you are not,” answere 
the smiling sweet one—“ not at all are you measured by ordinary 
standards, What with measuring yourself on the pavement atl 
against the lamp-post, and what with trying to count how many 
area railings go to your back when you're sitting down, and whit 
with trying the doormat as against your legs...” It is awis 
these women have—they always make an ell out of an inch; 31! 
one “smoker” is counted as equivalent to forty boozes. 


Ld 
GAVE up smoking all through Lent 
(And what that means my Phyllis knows), 
And saved a fortune, which I spent 
At Easter on a single rose! 
s 


WHEN Miss Florinda Montmorency was playing Prince Pretty: 
top in San Francisco, a cove in the stalls was so driven _mad © 't! 
jealousy that he fired off a derringer right in her face. Here is th 

ullet. See how it was flattened by the impact! The poor £'! 
was killed?) Oh, no! Then she must have been badly injure! 
Not in the least : the make-up on her face was so thick that th: 
bullet went off at a tangent slap through the big drum, and cul * 
dingonal line clean out of the red plush dress-improver of the }«" 
forming elephant. aie 

s 


‘wreman of a Jury. Well, gentlemen, there seems to be nb-o- 
Intely no doubt that the deceased committed suicide by cutting !''> 
throat witha razor. It’s very painful, but I suppose we must i!!! 
to that effect. 

TIumane Juryman, Don't you think—er—we might spars t' 
feelings of the family in some way, though? 

Foreman of a Jury. We should all be happy to do so, Pm =!" 
but 1 don’t see how it’s possible. Have you any sugge-t-0!! | 
make? : 

Humane Juryman. Well—er—I thought perhaps we might ! 
that he died from an “affection of the throat.” ~~ 

[ Verdict accordine 


Saturday, Aprii 15, 1898.) 
TOOTSIE AT CHICAGO. 


— 


. . « » Or almost, dears, I got as far as the Alhambra, in 
Leicester Square, anyhow. 

Varties Who have survived Chicago proper, and returned home 
without even having been 
tarred and feathered or 
sealped, — generally __ feel 
thankful. They do things 
on a large seale at Chie. 
When poor little London 
caught fire in 1668. the 
damage done was but to 
4 acres; but when Chic. 
caught light, three and a 
half square miles roared 
redly at the sky, and 
£449,000,000 went bang. At 
the time it wasn’t con- 
sidered respectable not to 
have been burnt down, 

The hotels at Chic. area 
bit big. There is one which 
has 85,000 square feet of 
marble flooring. There 
are all kinds of shops in it, 
for shaving, newspapers, 
drugs, drams, of course, 
and a ten-pin alley. Per- 
haps what strikes you 
most is the plentitude of 
spittoons. Everybody at 
Chic. smokes, and every- 
body spits. 

The Chicagoans don't 
want to be burnt out again. 
“The moment an alarm of 
fire is given, a single turn 
of a handle liberates the 
horses, the harness suspended over them drops on their backs ; 
they walk to their places on either side of the pole, the collar 
closes on their necks with a spring, the driver, who may be sleep- 
ing in the tloor above, is turned out of bed and comes through a 
trup-door into his seat, and the engine is on its way.” Perhaps the 
xovs out by itself at the sight of the engine, but that is not stated. 
But you can't think of Chicago without thinking of pigs, and 
piss can’t easily be dissociated from smells, The name chicago is 
of et origin, and has reference to bad smells, onions, skunks 
and polecats, 

The Chicagoans pack pork for exportation and grow enormously 
rich, Storrs, the American humourist, said, ten years ago: 
“Chicago now may claim to be a civilised city. It has the three 
essentials. It has gospel privileges, it has the Atlantic Monthly, 
and—it eats with a fork !’ 

At the Alhambra in Leicester Square the world’s fair is antici- 
pated, and “all. the 
fun of the fair” 
brought a good many 
miles nearer home. 
The new ballet seems 
likely to be a great 
favourite with stay- 
at-home Londoners, 
for it ix full of anima- 
tionand bright colour. 
In it we havea sailor's 
hornpipe, well danced 
by Miss Seale, and 
we have an Indian 
Nautch dance. Also 
is there a German 
waltz, in which stu- 
dents and friiuleins 
join merrily. Besides 
that, there is a 
Sjanish dance, in 
which Signorina 
Pollini is seen to great 
advantage. 

But if you want an 
Irish jig between the 
bhoysand thecolleens 
you will find that, 
too, has been pro- 
vided. Nor is t- 
land left out in the 
cold, for they, the 
addies and lassies, Spain. 
lave their sword- 
dance and reel. And Italy is here with her fisher lads and 
lens with tambourine and tarantella. Do you suppose the 
does not have his look in and his breakdown. He does, of 
course ; and there is a Russian dance as well. 

The noble savage, the Redskin beloved of the boyhood of a past 
seneration, is not omitted. We have him on the war crawl in search 
of scalps, He brings his tomahawk with him and whoops like a 
uember of the Savage Club after a festive dinner. The @ la mode 
coster, brought with such signal success to the front by Albert 
Chevalier, tinds his representative in the orthodox pearlies. The 
luttalo Bill element is represented, and we have some awfully good- 
looking American bobbies. The Messrs. Agoust and Almonte, as 
tishers,do some good business. They sport wonderful walking- 
sticks, hats and collars. Of a sudden their coat-tails change to 
~kirts. and a comic skirt dance—a splendid burlesque of the Ser- 
pentine biz.—is the consequence, It goes with a yell. 

The Alham- 
bra, so fame 
for its ballet 
developments, 
has, I think, 
done nothing bet- 
ter than Chicago, 
to which Jacobi 
has added some 
bright music, and 
T. C. Burleigh 
has well staged 
the production, 
and Mons. and 
Madame _ Alias’s 
costumes are 
pretty and effect- 
ive. T. E. Ryan's 
view of Chicago 
is very pa 

Among the va- 
tiety items be- 
tween the ballets, 
Cyrene may be 
pronounced — all 
eyrene as a high 
kick - upist. It 
seems sometimes 
as though the 
sky-borders were 
hardly safe when 
she is well on the 


America, 


The latest Serpentine Dancer. 


job. 
_, Tom White and his Arabs are great favourites, and Rezene and 
‘hind a lively and entertaining couple. There is a very s¢ 
Won just now as vou will pllow, Lami sure, if you so and see, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 


ZACCHZUS REDIVIVUS. 
From THE Locat Vetoist’s Pomnt or Virw, 

By St. Luke we are told 
That Zacehwus of old 
Was a publican bold, 
Who, albeit he rolled 
In unlimited cold, 

On a certain occasion vot right up a tree. 
And, as history aye 
Ina wonderful way 
Will repeat it--lf, may 
We not plausibly say 
There approaches a day 

When Zacchieus Secundus existent shall be? 


Though St. Luke never meant 
With prophetic intent 
To put folks on the scent 
Of a future event, 
Yet around us « plent- 
Iful stock of Zacchwuse~ soon we shall see. 
When the power we have got 
Of discarding a lot 
Of the gin-shops that blot 
This fair nation, will not 
Wealthy publicans, hot 
With resentment, declare they've been sent “up a tree”? 


MALIGNANT MAC. 

It’s now the time of early spring. “I shall plant something nice 
in the garden,” saith SLOPER. * Plant yerself, old man, and just 
leave that nose of yours out of the mould, and they'll take it fora 
bally rosebud.” “The gravel on this path is not tlat enough,” saith 
SLOPER; “it wants rolling a bit.” “I shouldn't think it does, 
considering the times you've rolled over it after you've been Blue 
Pigging it.” “TI shall keep a hedgehog to eat up the insects,” saith 
SLoper. “Do,” saith Ma; “only you'd better keep him in a 
curvilinear tin great-coat, for you're sure to get a-sitting on him 
some time or the other. That booze you——" “There's a low- 
mindedness about that, Mac, sometimes,” saith SLOPER, “that 
would make a coalheaver blush if he saw a postage stamp tinted 
the same colour as a silk stocking.” 

——— 


HE AWOKE FROM HIS DREAM. 

New Boarder, You must give me another room. 

ITotel Clerk, What's the matter with the room you've got? 

New Boarder, My room's all right, but in the next room there 
is somebody who snores so loud that the walls shake. 

Hotel Clerk, 1s that so. 

New Boarder. Yes, it is a great deal worse than that. Can't you 
give me a room near that divine creature with golden locks and a 
startled fawn expression who sat opposite me at dinner yesterday ? 

Hotel Clerk. Why, man alive! her room is next to yours. She 
does the snoring you are kicking about. 

— 
A QUAINT OLD WATCH. 

“WHAT sort of a watch is this?” asked Duzenbury, picking upa 
curious old timepiece from an Oxford Street watchmaker's show- 
case, 

“That,” replied the watchmaker, “is a real curiosity. It isa 
watch that belonged to Alexander the Great when he died on the 
barren island of St. Helena.” 

“The sheol you say. Why, man alive, in the days of Alexander 
the Great they didn't have any watches.” 

“That's just what makes it such a rarity.” 

“And Alexander the Great did not die at St. Helena.” 

“He didn't, eh?) Well, that makes it a still greater curiosity,” 
and taking the rare relic from the hands of Duzenbury, he locked 
it in his burglar-proof safe. 

EE 


THE MODERN ELDORADO. 
(The victor in the Hall-Fitzsimmons prize-fight got £7500 for knocking out his 
opponent—a feat accomplished in nine and a half minutes.) 
LET your ponderous bulk, ye who corpulent are, 
Be reduced by unwearying training, 
That a gain ye may gain more desirable far 
Than the flesh ye so long have been gaining. 
Let your thews be made strong and your muscles abun- 
Dantly raised and developed, ye slim ‘uns, 
If ye'd capture seven hundred and eighty-nine p'un’ 
n a minute, like fighting Fitzsimmons ! 


Cease, ye bards, to knock poetry out of your brains, 
Though your skill be us W. S. Gilbert's, 

Quit your inkshed for bloodshed : a“ pens, and take pains 
To knock fits out of other men’s filberts. 

Nay, let SLOPER with joking and jesting be done, 
For, although all his jokes have been trim ‘uns, 

He has ne'er earned seven hundred and eighty-nine p'un’ 
In a minute, like fighting Fitzsimmons! 


Yes, let SLOPER relinquish the bells of the clown, 
And go in for the gloves of the mauler ; 

And the world without ALLY will sure be cast down— 
His admirers will each be a squaller, 

But he'll care not a jot though men’s eyes with hot tears— 
And his arm with hot slogging—grow dim ‘uns, 

When seven hundred and eighty-nine thick ’uns he clears 
Ina minute, like fighting Fitzsimmons! 

a 


HOW HE WORKS IT. 

Jones, Have you heard of Smithers’ last?) Oh, he’s a cute one is 
Smithers. 

Robinson, What is the latest? ; 

Jones. Why, you know what a boozer Smithers is? Well, it 
appears that lately he has never been able to remember the next 
morning what he has had for supper the night before, and, of 
course, this has given him clean away. So now Smithers always 
carries a pencil and makes notes on the margin of the evening 
paper, and next morning before he comes down to breakfast he 
Just refreshes his memory, and then he can talk about “How 
tender that tripe was!” or “ Very nice bit of fish my dear,” as the 
case may be ; and, no matter how tight he was, he is bound to be 
acquitted without a stain upon his character. 


OH, WOMAN, WOMAN! 


SHE had been recommended various cures for the blackbeetles 
which infested her kitchen, All sorts of poison had she given 
them, but they thrived on it; and then some massive genius who 
should have been adorning a padded apartment at Earlswood, 
advised her to try turning a common or garden hedgehog loose 
amongst them. one of these domestic pets was procured and, in 
the stilly night, turned into the kitchen. But, at the last minute, 
her kind, sweet, womanly breast failed her. “T cannot,” she said, 
“let the poor little hedgy starve. I will leave him some nice fresh 
bread and milk in a saucer—it is only humane.” 

So « hugo jorum of bread and milk was made—good fresh bread 
and milk, not crusts and Simpsou—and set down on the floor 
beneath the table, At one in the morning she entered the kitchen 
to see the glorious result. Glorious indeed it was. The hedgehog 
having done himself to his entire and complete satisfaction was 
sound asleep, and happy, in front of the dying embers of the fire. 
And the blackbeeties of the house proper were not only wolfing 
down bread and milk as if they had never seen such a dish before, 
but had asked every black beetle for four miles round to pop in and 
join them, Woman's hindness to dumb animals is very beautiful! 
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BLACK AND WHITE 


—~— 


THE sun from his zenith blazes down pitilessIy, bleaching the 
saileloth, blistering the bu warks and hull of the strange craft that, 
iiving no ensign, 
steals over 
surface of th 
sen. The 
whistle impatient. 
ly for the breeze 
that does not 
come. Their runs 
are risky. and 
with them delays 
indeed are dan- 
gerous, 

The skipper 

ces the quarter. 

eck angrily scan. 
ning the sky in 
vain for a cloud. 
Then he looks 
about him for an 
outlet for his im- 
yotent wrath, 

There is) one to 
hand : against the 
stanchions, to 
which an iron 
ring secures her, 
crouches a black 
wonmn—a parcel 
of his cargo. A 
vickaninny is at 
her breast, and 
the tearful look in her face softens a little as she regards the 
chubby face dimpled against her bosom. 

The skipper seizes a whip, and poising it, brings down the lash 
witha cruel swish across the woman's bare shoulders. She screams 
with agony. The pain is not all in her shoulders, the most is in her 
heart, for the savage lash has left a wheal across the little black face 
that is now puckered up in grief, 

A man stands by manacled. He is the father of that child. 
Every nerve in his body is convulsed with the impulse to slay. 
But the iron does not give; it cuts into his limbs, into his soul. 
a ast Ke can do is to wonder why the Great Spirit lets such 
things be. 

There is a bustle aboard H.M.S. Belligerent, for from the crow’'s 
nest they have ae a strange sail—have hailed her. She has 
shown her heels, but the Belligerent is getting the better of the 
stern chase, 

They make all sail, but still they do not overhaul her, and the 

. captain gives 
the order to 
lower the pin- 


™. —— 


She screams with agony. 


ing to his 
lieutenant, he 
gays, 

“Now's your 
chance, Bob !” 

And the 
captain’s 
daughter, who 
has accom- 
Ps nied her 
ather on this 
cruise to bring 
back the roses 
to her cheeks, 
but who has 
lost her heart 
simultane. 
ously with 
finding those 
roses, says : 

“You will 


be careful, Bob 
—for my 
sake!” 


Their hands, 
their eyes, 
their hearts, 
their lips 
meet. Then 
she gazes over the side at the rapidly disappearing pinnace, in the 
prow of which her lover stands, . ; 

The dhow puts on every inch of canvas, but the panting pinnace 
draws nearer, nearer. The slaver’s miscreant crew crowd at her 
dulwarks with their rifles, but— 

“Karrrramp!" The spitfire machine-gun sends a hail of bullets 
amongst them, and four of them will never raise hand again against 
Inui or woman, white or black. 

rhe pinnace is alongside. The lieutenant has clambered on to 
her deck : his crew have followed with a cheer. Swiftly tlash their 
cutlasses, dealing death amongst the slaver’s crew. and the poor 
manacled slaves smile to sce themselves avenged of their late 
terrible sufferings. ; 

Acouple of ruftians fall beneath Bob's sword. The captain of 
the dhow from behind raises his pistol with an oath. He aims full 
at the lieutenant’s heart; but ere he can pull the trigger he 
sinks with a crash to the deck, felled by a blow from the manacles 
upon the wrists of the negro, Another blow and the slave has 
avenged the blow inflicted on his wife and child. But he is a slave 
no longer, for, see, 
the jolly tars have 
nailed to the mast 
of their prize the 
tlag to live ‘neath 
which is to 


free. 

They return to 
the Belligerent, 
where they are 
greeted with a 
cheer. “Well 
done!” says the 
captain to his 
lieutenant. “ Bob, 

ou have won the 

.C. and a step.” 

“And some- 
thing more I 
trust, sir,” he 
says, taking in : 
hisown the hand ; 
of the captain's 
daughter. And 
the eyes of the 
tars twinkle as 
they tell each 
other what a bon- 
nie pair the first 
luff and the skip- 
per’s daughter 
will make, to be 
sure. 

The poor negress looks up into the fair face that bends over her 
little papoose. ALL white folks are not devils, then, after all! One 
of them seems like an angel. 


Revenge ! 


A bonnie pair. 


} 
t 
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GRAVITATION. 
“Wonder which are my bloomin’ legs and which my 
feet ?—hio!" 
©,° Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photograrhs from those 
as her Friends whose portraits have not yet been inserted. 
TOOTSIE’S FRIENDS. 
1 | 


—_ 
—_ s 


u 
j 
| 
i) No. 282. -Miss EMILIE SELLS. 
F “Devoutly do I worship at her shrine!" | —Zhe Dook Snook. 
* My one ambition is to win her love.” —Lord Bob, 


“ Enthralled am I by so much perfect beauty !" 
—The hon. Billy. 


(1) Frequent encounters have made the Elder's cloth: 
wear. “Show me some clais!" eaid be to the tailor, in his severcst tone 


8 little the worse for 


ALLY 


aA 


Quoth a very old gent, “What shall T do? 
My wife's run away, I'm thankful to say, 
But she’s not left me even a sou.” 


Hee ih 
A. SLoreR is not unknown at the Westminster Aqnarium, as his chaste Art 
Exhibition and Ancestors’ Portrait Gallery at that establishment bears witness. 
“Ritchie,” said he to the genial manager the other evening, “I intend to-night to 
interview Tommy Burns.” “Quite right, SLOPER,” said Mr. Ritchie, “so you ought.” 
“ Yea, I like to encourage pluck in all its branches. The Slopers froin the earliest 
times have been distinguished for their bravery. I myself, my dear Iitchie, am the 
prost possessor of a fully~leveloped bump of braviosity, as our friend Professor Cross 
pas no doubt informed you.” “Ab,” said Mr. Ritchie, “you ought to have a set-to 
with the kangaroo.” “It has been the wish of my life,” cried A. SLOPER. “Come 
along, then,” said Mr. Ritchie——(1) After the first round, A. SLOPER said he didn't 
want to hurt the animal, so wouldn't play any more.——“I say, guv'nor,” grumble! 
the Editor, “it's really too bad to keep the Press waiting like this. Have you brought 
the Burns interview with you?" “TI have, dear boy,” replied the Eminent. “All 
right. Where is it?” “'Tis here!" and the F.0.M. tapped his bladder-of-lani-like 
brow. The Editor turned a ghastly green as he gasped, * What, not yet written ?” 


McNAB SUFFERS INSULT. 


SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE PREVAILING FASHION. 


“Come in, chappic. You see I'm going into the theatrical profeasion, and there's 
nothing like beginning at the beginning—pugilist first, actor afterwarus, 


(2) “Here is a garment that would be a desiruble addetion tae yer rig oot,” said 
the tailor 


(Saturday, April 15, 1899, 


“ It's impossinlc to get marrie! as 
the daughter of a penniless earl, a | 
am now a lady gymnast. Result— 
fifteen offers alrewly.” — Aetiuct 
Jrom Letter uf Young Lady, 


aul 


“ Now, dear boy, calm yourself, and take it down as I dictate, There was Alice May, 
Elsie Le Bert, Minnic Burnett, and Alice Sinclair, an! I was——" “ What are you 
talking about, guv'not? Do, please, come to the interview!" “Well, dear boy, 1 
svoner haul Burns appeared on the stage than Iwas beside him, *Tommy,’ I observe |. 
‘make room for your uncle, while [ sketch your portrait,—(2) ‘And here iti! 
Now, Tommy,’ said J, ‘they can hoist you aloft..——-(3) But when Tom had gow 
aloft, as 1 stood under his little swaying platform, I couldnt see much of him, % | 
moved to the tank into which he was to take his eighty-tirst dive-——(4) Down | 
came! When they had wrung me out we adjourned to the swimming-bath, ant 
there, as I before observed when you interrupted me, was the lovely mermaid quar- 
tette.—(5) I was about to say a few kind words to Miss Sinclair—tine girl, Sinclair 

when T overbalanced and found myself battling with the waves, ‘Alice,’ I gulps!. 
‘where art thou?’ She besitated not a moment, but swam towarls me. Her whit: 
arm was round me, I was saved! I knew no more, for | had fainted! And now. 
dear boy, come out and have a drink or two,” 


(3) “ Noo, there's a wild deevil . Sich things as that should be chained ! What 
gratitude that .s for showing the latest Spring pattcrns !” 


a eee ee 
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Spring - Meebings- Hasire. 


OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


That's the style, my noble patrons! Glad to see you all comfortably seated in your places, — lacal picture show:—The Duke of Devonshire has been To Canny Glaagie, it would seem: ‘Tis 
and ready and impatient for the commencement of the show. I will keep you no longer, but get awkward to escape from gaol, But this buld burglar did not fail :— Tis possible he meant no harm, 


io business at once.—The Football Scuson now has passed, And Cricket's come again at last:— But why smash up the fire alarm ?—There you are, ladies and gentlemen! That’s something like 
to Mansion Mouse the Blue-Coats go; An ancient custom, as you know :—Spring Mectings the —ashow, eh? The finest in the fair, I assure you. ilow do you like the weather? Balmy, ain't it? 
attention get Of all the host who race and bet :—East-Enders in their thousands go To sce their Makes you long for the sad sea waves—eh? “‘Ta-ta!——THE SLOPERLAN SHOWMAN, 


CONVENIENT. 
“T hope the dinner is to your liking, Major Stuffer?” “Oh, 
yes, thanks, Been all over the world, you know. Can eat any- 
thing by this time.” 


HIGH STAKES. 


“Bet you a ‘undred thonsand pounds I'm right !* 


“DRAWING” HIM. 


7 Meet Toggs. Did you serve ua—er—'‘prenticeship to drorin’, Mr. 

HE DRINK QUESTION. cGilp 7 

; 4 Well, I Can myself that when a cove don't know wnen he's A Me. Medap. Rather! Why, it took me five years to learn to 

tad cnough, it's bloomin’ well time for him to turn tectotalcr. * Jone “ i ge.” raw like this, 

Let's have a couple of pots more.” He. Yea; Tus ! to call her “my plump little vanert Tere. Mr. Toggs. A—a'most as long as it took you to dror a cheque 
(Next day—Forty shillings, or a month, She (from the Emerald Isle). Sure, now, Mr. Crampton, you were maxing game of her. on my account--el, sir ? 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


SS 
“LARKS!" 

Anort the beginning of May. Larka ! the New Halfpenny Comic, 

will make its first squurk. The exact date is not yet tixed, but “a 
i sha'n't forget to te 

AE = you, The pictures are 
: - absolutely convulsing, 
they are so funny. As 
to the reading — well, 
it'senough to make the 
most lungubrious wretch 
on oeurth shriek with 
lanehter for a week 
right off. It sa hi’. 
ee h, and no mistake ! 
Sven we who are get- 
ting it up sit aghast at 
our own lavishness. 
Half a minute, there's 
something you must 
remember—each copy 
will carry a Jtailway 
Accident Insurance 
Coupon for £4, Larks! 
will bea real ha‘porth. 


* 

A. SLOPER strongly 
recommends the ost 
Ofiice Orphan Home 
Tnstitutionasa most de- 
serving charity to those 
who have anything to 
We all owe a lot to the postman; he is an unusually 


spare, 
dard-worked public servant, and doesn’t get too much screw for his 
services, either, J. Avery, at the Eastern Central Oflice, is the 
treasurer, ** 


THERE is a printed notice to the bathing police at Dieppe, 
instructing these useful functionaries in all cases to save a drowning 
lady by the dress and not by the hair, which very aften remains in 
their qrasp, M'yes. Who says they don’t knowa thing or two in 
Li Belle I’rance? ‘ene 

s 


Goop old Howard Paul, F.O.S., is in the Canary Islands for the 
benetit of his health. He says the sky isa brilliant blue, that he 
is surrounded with palm-trees, and that orange orchards are on all 
sides, Different to A. SLOPER in Shoe Lane, who has a printer's 
ink factory one side of him and an extra odoriferous fried Ash shop 
on the other, ee 

s 


In less than three weeks’ time the Australians will invade our 
shores, and England will have to look to ber laurels, We do not 
mean to insinuate that Aus- 
tralia is sending over an army 
to demolish us; all we wish to 
convey is that fifteen bold and 
stalwart cricketers are on their 
way to our shores, determined 
to do or die game. Doubtless 
England, when fully repre- 
sented, are, as far as cricket is 
concerned, «a match for any 
team in the world, so we have 
nothing much to fear on that 
score; but, should the worst 
come to the worst, we have 
still our /ady cricketers to fall 
back upon. Could the Aus- 
tralians contend successfull 
withthem is the question. If 
so, it would be the first time 
that eleven men proved a 
match for eleven women, 


s 
A NOVEL entertainment, ar- 
ranged and ably carried out 
under the superintendence of : 
Messrs. J. Graham and C. de .. 
Sousa, was givena short time 
back at the White Hart As- 
sembly Room, Newmarket. 
The object was to raise funds 
to maintain and improve the 
binky and library of St. - e 
ary’s Schools. Sloper's Children’s Party was the chief feature in 
the programme, and it was the means of showing up some rattling 
acting and singing. Mr. J. Graham as ALLY was a credit to 
imself und to the Mildewed Edifice, whose peculiarities he so 
cleverly imitated, 8 
* 


THE Mildewed Mummer has this day been graciously pleased to 
confer the “ Award of Merit” upon CECIL RALEIGH, because he's 
one of our brightest playwrights, “For once ina way, feyther,” 
babbled_ the Cerulean. Orbex Offshoot, “you've made a rattling 
good selection. For something real smart and right up to date 

ive me a play in which ‘Sir Walter's’ had a ‘and.”  Anc the Aged 

eamed approvingly on the Azure-Eyed Fries and sat himself 
down to write for two “ galleries” for Uncle John, 
ss 


a 

Mr. WILLIAM WHITELEY was responsible for moving Sloper's 
Stall at the Royal Aquarium. The operation was performed with- 
out taking the structure to pieces, a feat of engineering skill justly 
to be proud of, William the Provider is a good ‘un! 

** 
* 

“ An exceptionally powerful play ” must be the unanimous verdict 
of all who have already witnessed a performance of Man and 
Woman, the clever 
Ee with which 

fiss Amy Roselle 
and her husband, 
Mr. Arthur Dacre 
have commence 
what can hardly 
fail to prove a most 
successful season at 
the Opera Comique. 
It is obviously im- 
possible for us_ to 
enter into anything 
like a description 
of the plot of 
Messrs. de Mille 
and Belasco's most 
excellent work, 
which we may re- 
mark, however, con- 
tains one or two 
dramatic situations 
alone sufficient to 
ensure the success 
to a far less meri- 
torious play. It is 
neted to peciection 
by a strong com- 
pany, including the 
talented and popular manager and) manageress, Mr. Arthur 
Elwood. Miss Eva Moore. Miss Lena Ashwell, and Mr. Henry 
Neville. Al London will go and see Man and Woman, and all 
Loudon will be well advised. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE excitement at the “Friv.” consequent upon the advent of a 
new ponalls ree no signs of abatement. The titled youth has 
rented astall for Greasy 
the season, and OI — 
seems to derive x 
«considerable YS 
nmount of gra- Ss 
tification from 
the contempla- 
tion of the 
charms of the 
chorus, and a 
like quantity 
of nourishment 
from the knob 
of his stick. 
Much specula- 
tion is rife as 
to who is the 
especial object 
of his attec- 
tions, but as set 
he has made no 
sign. Anyhow, 
he’s clean 
mashed on 
someone, 

-* 


a 

Mr, Arrive 
Dasunwoopn 
knows how to 
run a music. 
hall. His house, 
the Gaiety, in Market Street, Kirkcaldy, is doing good business. 
On Friday and Saturday evenings, the miners from the neighbour- 
ing hamlets crowd in and gaze with awe and admiration upon the 
“ Award of Merit” recently conferred on Arthur, 


THE Moss-Grown Fabric was tlattered to find his journal of light 
and leading in every café, cstaminet, and hotel in Antwerp at 
Easter. He congratulates the Antwerp Football Club upon the 
capital. though unsuccessful, game they played against the Clapton 
Boys, also the latter for going strong and well for seven goals. 
When next the club play may ALLY or one of his Johnnies be 
there to see. *\¢ 


J.W. TURNER and his renowned opera Sompany. have been draw- 
ing tremendous crowds to the National Standard Theatre lately, a 
feat at which no one can feel surprise. J. W, T.’s troupe ion yin 
gems of the first water as far as vocalism is concerned, and we 
have seen worse interpretations of many of our celebrated operas 
at even Drury Lane Theatre. *\* 


YET another behindhand subscription to “ Ally Sloper’s Christmas 
Appeal” has been received from Edward Nicholson and Friends. 
The amount (8s. 7d.) will be carried forward to next winter's fund. 


s 

“ ApRIL showers,” so saith an ancient and renowned authority, 
“bring forth May flowers.” Whatever may be the fate of the 
flowers next month, it 
is certain that the 
showers up to the 
present have only been 
conspicuous. by their 
absence. That some- 
thing is radically 
wrong with the 
weather department 
there can be _ no 
reasonable doubt. Per- 
haps the sunshine tap 
has sprung a leak; at 
any rate, whatever may 
be the cause, it isa fact 
that sunshine has been 
doled out to us lately 
in tons instead of the 
asual ounces. It is not, 
of course, for us to 4 
grumble. No doubt ~ 
we shall suffer for the _ 
prevailing state of 
things at a_ later 
period, but this is 
nothing. An average 
Englishman lives for 
to-day and not for to- 
morrow, and may he 
always continue to do 
so is the sincere and 
heartfelt wish of A. SLOPER. ¢« ¢ 
s 


LET us hope that the Duchess of Fife will bar the name of 
Margaret for this second addition to her family. How easily it 
might degenerate into Mag Dutt . 


s 
Nodoubt Hobbs, Wrightand Newman have been justly punished 
for the cruel wrongs they have done the poor Liberator investors, 
but for an up-to-date example of an out-and-out bad egg, give us 
Kentish ! a < 
> 


“Wat a lot about Mr. Balfour in Ulster,” remarked Mrs. 
Sloper recently, looking up innocently from her morning penn‘orth., 
“ Dear, dear; what a fuss they do make about even the costume o' 
these silly brities to be sure. 1 suppose we shall ave a long article 
soon about Sir William “Arcourt in Evening Dress.” 


* 

THE Canterbury has been going great guns—eighty-one tonners, 
in fact—since Easter Mondays, and business is now brisker than it 
has been for some time. 
This pleasant condition 
of things is due undoubt- 

to good catering 
and <A. SLOPER, the 
latter for choice. But 
still the Eminent  re- 
quires no thanks; the 
knowledge that he has 
done his duty as Public 
Benefactor is quite 
sufficient reward. © The 
Canterbury manage- 
ment, ‘tis true, might 
have offered him some- 
thing more subtantial as 
a souvenir than a putty 
medal, Still he bears 
no malice. But enough 
of digression. There is 
not the slightest doubt 
but that the Canterbury (¢ 
programme will com- 
pare more than favour- 
ably with any other 
Music - Hall _ in South 
London, and, what is 
more, the pubtic know 
it. Crowded houses are 
by no means the ex- 
ception, nor is hearty ° 
laughter: consequently both the public and the management are 
thoroughly satistied. 


(Saturday, April 15, 1893 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A CSLESDAR POR TOE WEEK ENDING 22ND AVRIL, 1893, 
Ss 

16th April, 1;667.—On the 15th, Pepys says that he went 1. 
the Kings heatre. “The King and Queen and Duke of York ani 
Duchess and all the Court there. The play called The Change; 
Crovnca, a play of Ned Howard's, the best that I ever saw at‘ thi 
house; being a great play and serious; only Lacy did act th. 
country gentleman come up to court with all imaginable wit an. 
plainness about the selling of places, and doing everything fi; 
money.” On the 16th he adds: * Knipp tells me the King was ., 
anery at the liberty taken by Lacy’s part to abuse him to his fa.-., 
that he commanded they should act no more till, Mohun went jj 
got leave for them to act again, but not in this play.” 


i nee Ee 
17th April, 1766.—Of Georze Frederick Cooke, the celebrate, 
tragedian. who was born this day, it was sid : 
@ As jovial Cooke, whose thirsty s: ul 
Quail inspiration from the bow] 
Whene'er his heart did fatter; 
His vrief and joy, his love and ire, 
Were born of Baechus ; am! then fire 
Was stolen from his altar.” 


18th April, 1678.—Evelyn, under this date, ,eaks of visitin- 
“New Bedlam Hospital, most magniticently built, and most 
sweetly placed in More-fields.” It was in 1814 found to be ina 
most unhealthy state. and built over a part of the Tower-ditel 
Patients were removed to the new building in 1815. The frightf.! 
place, depicted by Hogarth in the “Rake'’s Progress,” with it. 
C spo and straw, and nakeduess and dirt, was that spoken of |, 
Evelyn. 


19th April, 1824.—Lord Byron died this day. In 1812 h. 
issued the first two cantos of “ Childe Harold,” the success of whic! 
was so great and sudden that the poet, to use his own expression. 
“woke one morning and found himself famous.” 


20th April, 1702.—This day died Anna Maria, Countess of 
Shrewsbury. “This woman,” says Sir Walter Scott, “is said tu 
have been so abandoned as to have held, in the habit of a page, her 
gallant, the Duke of Buckingham’s, horse, while he foughi and 
pe her husband.” She was one of the beauties of Charles II.’s 
ourt. 


21st April, 1828,—The follewing account of an imitation, at 
an humble distance, of the exploit of William Tell, is taken from a 
New York paper of this date: “Two young men shouldered each 
a rifle, accompanied by two or more secret friends, and repaired t» 
a retired place ina field. They had there procured for the occasion 
an empty potash kettle, which they reared on its side, having it. 
cavity horizontal. One of our heroes then very prudently 8 juatted 
himself in the iron bulwark, with an apple placed on his head, a 
little below the upper edge. The apple was a large one, and raised 
so much above as to be a handsome mark. The business thu: 
adjusted, the other took his station about twenty-five yards distant. 
in the direction of the bottom of the kettle, and after firing thre 
or four times, succeeded in driving the apple from the head of his 
secluded partner. They then reversed their situations, and the one 
who sat first, precipitated an apple from the head of his friend with 
nearly the same success. From marks which were found on the 
kettle, it is evident that the gunners would have fallen victims to 
their temerity, had it not been there tu brave the merciless pelting 
of the leaden balls, and screen the heads of the party.” 


22nd April, 1834.—Madame Giulia Grisi made her fir-t 
Penden appearance this day at Her Majesty's as Ninetta, in La 
‘azza Ladra, 


HER CHOICE. 


WERE woman asked, 
When haply cast 
Upon a desert island, 
The thing that she 
Would sooner see 
Washed from the wreck to dry land. 


She'd answer quick, 
You take your Dicki 
There's not a doubt about it, 
“Wash up, oh seas, 
A mirror, please, ; 
And do be quick about it!” 


oo 


McGOOSELEY’S PHILOSOPHY. 


= LovE me little, love me Joni, love me dearest, love me truest.” 
It’s a curious fact that some blokes are always calling on the 
grt of their affections for an acknowledgment in return. We 
will say that of McGooseley that he never condescends that way. 
“When I've been in love,” he says, “I've always taken it as cool- 
like as l ever could. A kiss and a smile—a smile and a drink.” 
And s0 we all get along bpd comfortably like. So the world wag 
“It’s only the jealousy of the female sex,” continued McGooseley. 
“that occasionally causes the dotting on the crumpet by the on 
who ain't wanted that upsets the mental equilibrium. The 01: 
Man is quite in the right as far as we know, and SLOPER and his 
friends in general are always quite ready to own up to it.” 
_—o._— 


ON LAST GOOD FRIDAY. 


THEY were sitting together on a seat in the park, with nothin: 
but a bag of hot crossed ‘uns between them. They were say n- 
very little, but thinking very much—when you come to think v! 
it, a Him and a Her cax be very comfortable without a deal of chin 
music. 

“ What are you thinking of, Rosie?” he asked, without noticin: 
a duck who had cast anchor hard by with an eye on his buns. 

eee I aes I was thinking how funny some people are.” 

unny 

- oo none who are going to be married.” 

“Yes, some want to get married in a balloon, some under tle 
middle arch of a bridge. some on a switchback railway, others i! 
a rainstorm, some on horseback, some down a coal-mine— ” 

“Yes, ves, but what about it?” ; 

“Oh. T only thought—er—that is, thunk. I wonder what thei? 
object is?” 

“ Marriage, of course.” 

a a I mean their object in getting married out of the ust! 
way 

“Oh, they get married in this way so that they can tell ther 
children and their grandchildren they were married under pecw! * 
circumstances, as, for instance, ‘your mother and me, children. 
— muserige —eay—Uoh the monkey house at the Zoo, yonder." 

* Just so.” 


“Naturally.” 

There was a pause. Then a blush mounted to the maiden > 
cheek, and she said—just as she shied the last quarter of the bu! 
at the still waiting duck, to cover her embarrassment—" I've bee! 
thinking, William Henry——” 

“What?” 

“T've been thinking how funny it would be—er——" 

“Go on. let it go.” 

“T've been thinking how funny it would be if—if we were © 
tell eur grandchildren, thirty or forty years hence—say, for insti" 
‘your grandmother and me. children. proposed in the park. ju-! bs 
the duckpond, on Good Friday. and got married at the Chalk Far 
Registrar's ottice on the following Easter Monday !’"” : 

William only smiled, pulled out the prospectus of 2 ir’ 
Furnishing Company in Camden Tow. and gave her such a sh" 
of « kiss, that even the duck hadn't the heart to stay long: 
interrupt them, 


. | 


then 
tuo, | 


| Saturday, April 15, 1888.) 
A NEW CORSET. 


[Ib is stated that the latest invention is a corset for the fect. By use of this 
invention, it is said that the foot can be trained into any shape.) 


wt THERE'S always dissension 
sp To every invention, 
hit No matter how nice or how 
the sweet : 
fil But the latest creation 
hi Should upset the nation, 
ie For now there are stays for 
6 the feet! 
id With A. ‘tis a passion 
To be in the fashion— 
— His feet are remarkably neat ; 
teal Since stays he has worn, 
Such pain he has borne, 
That he's “off” with stays 
for the feet. 
His feet are so tender, 
And by no means more 
7 cringe ‘ > 
— ji seewmec. He speaks on the subject 
Wh =; Acker. Pith heat ; : 
st ASS 7S¢ For since Easter vacation 
na & >=, He's had no cessation 
wh. “ ie] Of pains — through those 
He —_! stays on his feet. 
ba ———— ee 
— THE CAUSE OF IT. 
he “Goop lawks, Charles! 
ich what's that dreadful noise? The sheet’s being blown up with dyna- 
on. mite!” “Oh, hang it all! do let’s have a chance of a snooze. It's 
ouly the new shopman trying to kiss the slavey in the china shop 
—_ over the way; only she don’t want it, as she’s got a bloke in the 
: of ‘Blues’ as does all the Sunday walking out.” 
to 
her 
ie A MISSING MORAL. 
Tuts is not exactly a story. 
— There is too much of the sad, sad truth about it. 
eat Her name was Constance Mary. She was young, and might 
nea possibly have been called lovely. 
Ach ly anyone with rather defective vision. 
Lt» Ile too was youthful, and for the romance of my narrative, should 
ion have been broad and manly, but acruel fate had made him narrow- 
its chested and a bit weak about the knees. 
_ He ie christened Henry Richard: and they loved each 
d,s other dearly, 
os But there was a Rival in the field, 
hus Alas! 
unt. They were all three members of a Mutnal Reform League—a 
rer society for the elevation of local morals, and the distribution of 
his instructive tracts. 
one It was at the 
ith monthly meeting of 
the the above, and ?the 
sto room was crowded to 
‘ing excess, The only seats 
left were the two be- 
— side that occupied by 
irst the Rival. 
La No matter. Proudly 
he led her across the 
= hall, saw her sink 
zracefully into her 
chair,and seated him- 
self beside her. 
To jump into the 
air with an unmis- 
takable swear, a word 
rhyming with lamb. 
The utmost pious- 
ness and on pair of 
aos and ssbeany trouscrs are not proof against thé business 
end of a tack, 
— The members hid their shamed faces in horror. She relapsed 
into hysterics, The Rival alone, of all the throng, remained calm. 
It was he who had done the dastard deed, 
They dismissed Henry Richard from the League, and Mary 
dismissed him from her affections. 
<t.” And married the Rival. 
the And lived unhappily ever after. . 
We The difliculty of providing for a wife and fourteen children on 
ve thirty-five shillings a week leaves its mark on a man. 
nol. Henry Richard went to the bad. He is a bookmaker now, and 
ok Pevs Income-tax on £80,000 a year. 
ings There isa moral to all this hanging around somewhere, 


But we haven't been able to find it. 


—_—.—_—_ 


WORSE AND WORSE. 


THINGS are worse off at Sloper Hall than ever. The poor, dear 
Old Man is going to start out ona pilgrimage to make collections 
for his more pressing needs. He has begun it already. It wasa 
sul sight to see him, the other day, making himself a crinolette of 


hin old sardine boxes. It is just as well to be provided against all 
nee forts of timbers, he says ; and some of those uncharitable blokes’ 
k vi boots are uncommon heavy, and have copper tips on the toes of 
shin them. It was ever thus from childhood's hour, and it isa pity, 
ine tuo, that the Old Man has forgotten the best uses of cocaine. 


————.—__—_. 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” 
No. 94.—MABEL RYECROFT. 


THE philosopher, foolishly brayinz, 
Because of good sense he has 


earth, 

Has a nasty bad habit of saying 

That man’s a free agent on earth. 
So | beg to make asseveration 

That never again would he give 
Such a terrible fib circulation, 

If only he'd go to the “ Friv.” 
For he'd learn that the talented 

Mabel 
Can make, by her wonderful skill, 
The most resolute fellows unable 
To follow the bent of their will. 


iq 


*y 


If, like ancient King Harry, you've 
i vowed that 
i You'll smile nevermore till you die, 
~~ She can start you guffawing so loud, 
that 
Your laughter will soar to the sky. 
If you've sworn to be changelessly 
cheerful, 
Go, hear her of sentiment sing, 
And, in spite of yourself, you'll grow 
tearful— 
Your heartstrings she'll woundily 
wring. 
Oh, a praiseworthy maiden is Mabel, 
For seldom have singers such skill 
As makes resolute fellows unable 
To follow the bent of their will. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


2 TURNER'S TERRACE, MAXWELLTOWN, DUMFRIES, 
April 3, 1893, 
DEAR S1R,—Enclosed please find receipt for £150, as claim on 
“ ALLY SLOPER's HALF-HOLIDAY,” on account of the death of my 
brother, James McGurk, who was killed on the railway, at 
Lochawe, on March 11. also beg to thank you for the prompt 
settlement of claim, and the very kind expressions of sympathy 
accompanying cheque.—I am, dear sir, yours gratefully, 
oe MARY McBURNIE. 


31 WoopLanp Roap, Urrrr Norwoop, Lonpoy, S.E., 
April 5, 1893. 

ILLMO SIGNORE—Non avendo termini che valgano ad espri- 
more alla 8. V. Ima i sensi della mia sincera gratitudine per il 
Certificato di Merito che la S. V. ha dignato impartismi, e, persuaso 
che i meriti miei sono di gran lunga inferiori all onore che la 8. V. 
fa alla mia umile persona, mi pregio assicurarla del mio stimarmi 
felice nella di Lei considerazione, Della 8. V. Hlma. 

DEVINO ED OBLMO (A. K. MEZZETTI, F.O.S.). 

P.S.—Non possedendo corretta pratica grand maticale della lingua 
Inglese, spero che la S. V. mi scusera d’essermi espresso nella mia 
propria lingua, 

———— oe 


SLOPER’'S VAGARIES. 
No. 161.—HE Causes 2,000,000 LonpoNEeRs TO MAKE A WISE 
RESOLUTION, 
IT was the genial Friend of Man 
From home that wended forth : 
To east and eke to west he ran— 
To south and eke to north ; 
And loudly, wildly, every where 
He made these strange remarks : 
“Prepare, ve London folks ! prepare 
For Larks! Larks! Larks!” 


And when the people on him seized 
And asked him what he meant, 
He checked his headlong course, well pleased, 
And told of his intent 
To merge terrestrial grief in mirth, 
Make sutferers jovial sparks, 
And brighten all the wondering earth 
With Larks! Larks! Larks! 


“To kill the monster Care,” he cried, 
“I've done my best for vears, 

And, in my time, I've lightly dried 
Full many a million tears, 

Yet still, at times, that monster dread 
Your hearts corrodes and carks ; 
So now [ll kill the wretch stone dead 

With Larks! Larks! Larks!” 


Then, shouting, on his march he hied. 
Pedestrians gazed and gaped ; 

To run him in policemen tried, 
But still their grasp he ‘scaped. 

Through courts and slums his way he held— 
Through squares and groves and parks, 

And all the while, * Prepare!” he yelled, 
“For Larks! Larks! Larks!” 


For days, for weeks, the Friend of Man 
Urbanely carried on 

This ranting, roaring, raving plan, 
Till, tired and woebegone, 

Two million people rose and signed 
A statement, running thus : 

“Ourselves we hereby tirmly bind 
(So we may calin the cuss 

Who ‘midst us runs with blood-red beak, 
And at us bawls and isa « 

To buy a ha'porth each—each week— 
Of Larks! Larks! Larks!” 


EEE: EEE!: Brit: 


Ready Shortly. One Halfpenny. 
“LARKS?:” 
The New Halfpenny Comic. 
“LARKS!” 


Crammed with Funny Pictures, 


“LARKS!:” 
Full of Side-Splitting Reading. 


“LARKS!:” 
Conducted by GILBERT DALZIEL. 


“LARKS:” 
The New Halfpenny Comic, 


GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“Larks!” OFFICE, 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREFT, LONDON, E.C, 


PER CONTRA. 

(“I stand aghast with surprise at the foolishness of men who choose rather 
the bare tags of towns . . . than the populous world of hedycrows."—Mr. Grant 
Allen, in Loayman’s Mayazine.} 

‘Tis well enough for dreamy bard to dwell, 

Remote from town, in some sequestered dell 

Where he may Nature's open book peruse, 

And hold sublime communion with the Muse. 

Yet let not scientists, whose mighty schemes 

Tend toward that good of which the bard but dreams, 

Re driven by sentimental scribes away 

From where their useful powers have free, unhindered play ! 


‘Tis well enough for anchorites, or those 

Whose life-blood in their veins inactive flows, 

Or students pondering o'er some classic tome, 

To make some rural wilderness their home, 

But they, whose larger souls are all possessed 

Of patriot zeal, or philanthropic zest, 

Who honour in some worthy cause would gain, 

Should praise the country still, but still in town remain! 


"Tis well for such as know no lack of wealth 

To quit the town, for pleasure and foz health, 

And while away the careicss sunny hours 

By rills and gills, ‘mong hedgerows, trees, and flowers. 

But we, whom Fate condemns in town to stay 

And for a crust to wear our lives away, 

Can scarcely thank those scribes, who, when they sing 

Of happier scenes, our hearts with bootless anguish wring ! 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 

Poor Papa! Hearing last night that Dr. Jowett is Master of 
oat he innocently asked what salary the Doctor pays Mr. 
Balliol. . 

PRONG Wars is not only too’ easy to get, but too (wh)eezy to 
get—rid of. 

THREE Degrees of Comparison: A barmaid, a barney, a barn. 
doo- dance. 

“FIND the Missing Word” is a phrase of the pe Ifthe M.W. 
craze starts again, it will be “fined the Missing Word setters.” 

We don't know much about “The Last Rose of Summer,” but 
the first rows of summer are the rows in a simple addition sum. 


Le 


CLARA’S HEROES. 
(A RomaNceE or To-Day.) 
SS 
CHAPTER VII. 

CHARLES STEEDMAN sped gaily in his wooing. To the curions 
spectator who made a study of ‘the courtship, there was litte 
evidence of progress, : 

Mr. Steedman was oie 4 « 

more devoted than he 
had been before, but 
Clara Mortimer: still 
preserved the statu. 
esque calm which had 
hitherto distin- 
guished her. Despite 
that calm, Steedman, 
howe had made 


progress, He had 
aroused — interest in € 


Clara Mortimer's 
mind ; before, she had 
contemplated him 
with indifference. The 
glamour of the heroic 
rescue had induced 
her to allow him to 
approach = her with 
words of love, and 
Steedman was not 
slow to avail him- 
self of the privilege. 
Though the onlookers 
could not see any- 
thing which would 
suggest that the two 
were lovers, yet there 
was enough to show 
that Steedman was a 
favoured suitor. 

The result was that other suitors looked glum and envied the 
lucky Steedinan, though they saw no reason why the luck should 
have been his. 

Meanwhile, Clara Mortimer was not altogether satistied with the 
position of affairs. While she felt an increased interest in Steed- 
man, she was not in love with him; in fact, she found herself at 
times comparing him with Harry Lawlor. and, curiously enough, } 
the more she saw of Steedman and the less of Lawlor, the more the 
latter filled her mind's eye, and the more she thought of him. She 
felt that this was hardly loyal to her hero, and her own disloyalty 
made her the more irritable at what she conceived to be its cause. 
Hence, when Harry Lawlor ventured to approach Miss Mortimer, 
he was received with marked coldness, and was even somewhat 
markedly snubbed, 

And it would ap- 
pad that Harry 
awlor bore his re- 
bulls with meekness, 
He made no nu 


A favoured suitor, 


dignation, which is 
decidedly the best 
way for lovers in 
similar circum. 
stances. His very 
indifference, how- 
ever, made Miss 
Mortimer secretly 
the more angry, and 
so caused him to 
occupy her thoughts, 
Chara Mortimer was 
not addicted toslim. 
ming. She gave of 
her wealth to deser- 


ving cases which 
came under her 
notice, but usually 


allowed her charity 
toreach its recipients 
through the organi- 
sitions formed for 
the purpose, Even 
district visiting was 
a novelty she had 
never tried; — and 
when she thought that she would visit the girl whom Steedman 

ad rescued, she found a difficulty in knowing how to set about 
it. A note to the manager of the Frivolity, however, obtained 
the address of Jeannie Harris, and one day the residents in the 
quarter where Jeannie lived saw a beautifully-dressed lady inquir- 
ing for Jeannic’s home. They had seen beautifully-dress: d ladies 
before in that quarter, but they intuitively recognised that this 
was not one of that kind, 

As Clara Mortimer ascended the three stairs to Jeannie’s room, 
she got her first glimpse of the tragedy of poverty. She scarcely 
conceived that people could live amid such squalor and dirt, aud 
she shuddered as she contrasted their lot with that of her own. 

Jeannie Harris rose as her visitor entered the room, but sank back 
again with evident weakness, and Miss Mortimer at the first ghince 
observed that the girl was still suffering from the shock she had sus- 
tained. Haughty as she 
could be in her own home, 
the evidences of suffering 
touched her heart, and 
here she was all the 
woman. Ere long she had 
learned from the girl her 
progress towards recovery, 
and her story was fre- 
quently interrupted with 
expressions of gratitude 
towards her rescuer, 

“Has Mr. Steedman 
visited you?” 

“Only once,” said 
Jeannie. “Ile was met in 
the street by Polly 
Sanders, and ee brought 
him to sce me. Since then 
he has sent fruit every 
day, and sometimes a 
bunch of tlowers. He has 
sent a doctor, too, and I 
am doing very well.” 

“Do you like the life 

ou lead—the stage, the 

ome you have here?” 

“1 have known 
other.” 

“Have you any rela- 
tions?” 

* My uncle only.” 

“Would you like to 
come and live with me as 
my maid?” 

“Oh, ma'am, I should! 
but my uncle ie 

“Would object most certainly,” said a husky voice, as Harris 
stumbled into the room, subsided intoa chair, and zazed with fishy 
eyes round the room, { 

(To be continued nert week.) 


The girl was still sutluimy frou shock 


no 


Harris <tuiblel into the room. 


eceasnemmemmemet at Ee - —— a 
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LLERY. ALL THE DIFFERENCE. 


THE “F.O.8. PORTRAIT GA 


“ROME AY, 


Ss 4 1a) { 
Ne 


No, 303.—Ricnarpd Monon, F.O.S. 

“In Richard Morton the world undoubtedly possesses the man 
of the century, and that the said world is proud of the fact goes 
without saying. Not only do Englishmen worship at his shrine, 
but he is revered in all civilized countries. That Richard isa 
genius there is no possible probable doubt, nor is there that he 
ranks second to WilliamShakespeare, ‘Ta-ra-ra boom-te-ay’ 
is not a composition of the common or garden order, and it is 
little wonder to learn that our hero has grown quite three inches 
taller since inflicting it on an appreciative public, Richard has 
always been a promising individual, and it is only by sheer good 
fortune that he has been able to steer clear of the Breach of 
Promise Court. When still in his teens, it is recorled that, at 
one time, he was engazel to six maidens fair, and it was only 
owing to an epidemic of measles, carrying off four of his fancies, 
anl a hasty exit from his native village, that he manage to 
escape Nemesis, in the shape of the boots of numerous outraged 
parents. Richard is fond of whisky, money, tripe, and goo 
things generally. Chietly because he is the writer of *'Ta-ra-ra 
ioom-de-ay,’ Morton was created F.0.S., and the ‘Sloper Awarl 
ot Merit’ presented to him February 18, 1893."—Debrett Improved. 


Wie, Yon said before we were married that ma should stop with me as long as she pleascd. 


Husband, Yes; but she has ceased to please. “ Have a little drop of scent on yer hankey, Tottic ?” 


“Tullo, Gussie! Whatever have you heen dyeing your hair 
yellow for? You look like a walking advertisement for the 
Golden Grain Company.” 


(1) Manager and Proprietor of the Royal Shed - Screamer Thespran Troupe, Tere, —_ gott’st thon that goose look? A Servant. Hey ?—( of 
Serubbs, you'll have to go on asa servant in Macheth—see ? The usual super’s copped a starved bloatereT'il learn ye manners ! Fe? rey sp piled eiripesdlon in 
the brewer, aml don’t kuow which end of him's uppermost. T'll soon fix vou np, yer 'e'd !—(5) S'elp me blue ! I'll bust yer throngh the bloomin’ floor! Altogether. 
There's nothing mach for you to say. Sharp's the word.—(2) There, I think you'll Mr. Scrubb’s rendering of the servant's part fairly brought the honse down, and lel 
do now, That cross-gartering’s the finishing touch, On you yo, now, Put some life to his obtaining an engagement for six months at the Little Mud-End Penitentiary, 
in it.—(3) Macbeth. The devil damn the black, thou cream-faced loon! Where where he can now be seen on the treadmill free of charge. . 


GIRLS SLOPER'S KISSED. AN EASY WAY . FASHION.” 


OVER-PROOF. 
E fie. Do you know, Miss Crimsonbill, if you gave me your 
tongue I should make a cape for my dolly out of it? 
Miss C. It isn't big enough for that, dear. 
Effie. Oh, yes it is; and ma says she's sure it’s trafer-proof. 


SSS 


SS 
S 


XS 


Thinneley. Oh! by the way, Mr. Fullweight, my doctor says 
that if 1 saw you, you might be able to tell ine how to get fat. 

Fulbrreiqht (the local butcher), Suttenly. Go round to my shop; “Well, I do believe thi pnt style sui > better 
No, 57.—Marie.” thev ll give you # lot for fourpence : u ue ae "Ghai ati {oF pe dog cists 


The boxing kangaroo calls on his cousins at the Zoo, 
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